


And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe. 
But euen his mother (hall vncharge the pra&ife, 

And call it accident. 

Laer, My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could deui fe it fo 

That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right, 

Youhauc bin talkt of fince your trauel unuch. 

And that in Hamlets hearing for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay you fhinc, your fumme of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuie from him. 

As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vnwortbieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth 
Y et ncedfull too, for youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carelcfle liuerie that it iveares 

Then ieiled age, his fable*,and his 'Wfeeds 

Importing health and graucnelTe; two moneths fince 
Hecrc Was a Gentleman of Normandie, 

I haue feene my felfe, and feru’d againft the French, 
And they can well on horfc-bac^but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t,he grew vnto his feate, 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his ; horie, 

As had he bin incorp’ft, and demy-natur d 

With the biaue beaft, fo farrc he topt me thought. 

That I in forgetie offlaapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman waft? 
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King. A Norman. 

Laer. Vpon my life Lamord . 

And Gemme of all the Nation. 

King* He flnade confcflion of you 3 
And gaue you fuch a maftcrly report 
For art and exercifein your defence, 

And foryour Rapier moft/efpecial!,^ 

That he cri’d out t’would be a light indeed 
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Prince ©/‘Denmarkc. 

If one could match youj the Scrimersof their nation 
Hefwore had neither motion, guard, noreie, 

If you oppos’d them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuie. 

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow. 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this? 

King . Not that I think you did notloue your father. 

But that I know, loue is begun by time. 

And that I fee in pafiages of proofc. 

Time quallifics the fparke and fire of it. 

There Hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind ofweeke or fnuffe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill, 

For goodnefle growing to a plurifie, 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We (hould doe when we-would : for this Would changes. 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents* 

Andrh^n tKie c ^ r. 
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j hick What would you , uu „,.. 

To (hew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’ch Church. 

King, No place indeed Ihould murther fanauarizh, 
Reuenge fhould hauc no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you do this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, (hall know you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe (hall praift your excellence, ‘ 
And fet a double varnilh on the fame 
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T htFreucbmanpue ydu :brihg you in in fine together 
And wager ore your heads; he beirtg remifle, 

Moft generous, and free from all cbntriuing, 
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